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A WOMAN DEFIES THE GALLOW
AURORA Ilﬂ;;;-:l-.'— ;f;;'l'.‘ilz'\' TO BE-
TRAY THE MAN SHE LOVES.

Persists In Saying She Is Guiity of a Murder
It s Impossibie She Committed—Ap=
parently Shielding ¢he Real Murderer

“Who's the **Man From Everywhere'?

Sart Lake Crry, Aug. 22.—Aurora Hodge,
a girl of 19, has confessed that she mur-
Ryvan, a travelling mer-
is deemed

dered James X,
chant, For several reasons it
impo-sible that she killed Ryan and it 18

pelicved that <he is facing the prospect
of death on the gullows or long imprison-
men! rather than betray the man she
loves

Detoctives of three States are puzzled
by the case  In order to save the girl her
brother, Alfre:! Larsen, manager of the

Towa Telepho: - Company of Denison, Ta.,
and the lawyo s he has employed are co-
operating witin the police in an effort to
induce her to tell who really killed Ryan,
or who her accomplice is

So far they have failed. The girl stub-
bornly refuses even to admit that she had
an accomplice, and from her bhearing
it is thought she will accept whatever
penalty the law imposes, and the sccret
of who murdered Ryan will remain locked
i, tor breast. It seems a case of a woman
»l ‘»u'tng her lover even unto death

On July 14 two prospectors discovered
Rysa's body lying under a clump of bushes
in the cafion near Murray. It was covered
with a blanket, and ten feet from it stood
Ryan's travelling wagon, to which was tied
Spot, Ryan's pet dog. The dog has de-
vaeloped into one of the important factors
in the case.

When the body was uncovered it
in such a state that immediate interment
was ordered by the authorities. It was
ascertained that heavy thongs wera bound
around the legs and arms, and a handker-
chief had been tied in a tight knot around
the neck. There was a big bruise and cut
on the forehead.

Not a cent of money was found in the
man's pockets, but ina small memorandum
book wags this entry:

“No fool like an old fool.
Ryan and Aurora Hodge "

With this slight clue to work on, the
detectives set out to solve the mystery.
They discovered that three days before the
body was found, on July 11, Ryan and a
woman had left Ogden. This woman
wag identified as Aurora Hodge, who had
canvassed Ogden for employment from
July 7 to 11.

The girl had disappeared after the mur-
der. She was flnally traced to Denison, Ia.,
her home.

Befora a warrant conld ba served on
hor she disappeared again, but turned
up later at Grand Rapids, Mich., where
she walked into the office of the chief of
police, confessed that she had killed Ryan
and asked to be taken into custody.

In her confession the girl declared that
in May she married a man numed Corneliug
Hodge, at Los Angeles, and a week later
left him, after a quarrel, and went to
tigden, Utah, to visit relatives and seek
cmployment. She met in Ogden, the man
«ho murdered and he hired her to go
with him as his bookkeeper. They trav-
vlled for gome time, living at good hotels,
and all went well until they neared Salt
Lake

When they wern on a lonely road a fow
iniles from the city, Ryan attempted to
as=ault her. She put up a fight and then
pulled a revolver and fired at him, killing
him Her confession continues:

“Wa were within a few miles of Salt Lake,
«nd I decided to leave tha brute in the wagon
and walk to police headquarters and give
myself up. When I reached the city my
nerve failed me. I thought perhaps that
no one could ever know that I killed him.
1 had left the revolver near him, and I
thought it would look as if he had killed
himself.

“With what money I secured from his
money pouch before I left the wagon I
purchased a ticket to Denison, where my
brother and foster parents live. I took
only $45 of Mr. Ryan’s money, as this was
the sum he had oollected at the Ogden
Post Office for me. It had been mailed
to me by Mr. Lange, whom I met at San
Jacinto in May.

“While at Denison L decided to go at once
to Grand Rapids and give myself up, for 1
could never feel satisfied until I had con-
fessed and was punished for what 1 had
done.”

This confession was 8o at variance with
the facts that the police decided to exhume
the remalins. Before this was done they
told Mrs. Hodge that the body was bound
when found and was lying near the road-
gide coverad with a blanket. She seemed
confused for a moment, but guickly replied.

“Why, after I shot him It{).oun him for
fear he might recover consciousness, but
1 never took the body out of the wagon.”

Then she became silent and refused to
discuss any phase of the case

When the examination of the body was
made the police discovered to their surprise
that the only bullet wound waa in the head,
near the apex of the right ear. Experts de-
clare that the wound could have been in-
flicted only while the man was lying flat on
his;back, and that the bullet came from some
one atanding back of his head. The sur-

ns declared the wound must have caused
nstant death.

Further investigation showed that where
the arma and legs were bound they were
lacerated, proving that Ryan had made
a desperate effort to free himself,

These discoveries so puzzled the de-

tectives that they made another effort to
induce Mrs. Hodge to tell the facts and if
possible to compel her to divulge the name
of the murderer, for it now seemed evident
that it was an utter impossibility for the
girl to have killed Ryan.
" The investigation proved thac Ryan had
heen overpowered and bound, that he had
made a (f('ﬂ nerate effort to free himself,
and that whi‘e lying flat oa his back a bullet
that carried instant death had been fired
into his head. Could this girl of 106 pounds
have done this? Ryan was virtually an
athlete and weighed 180 pounds.,

But even her love for her brother could
not induce Mrs. Hodge to betray the man
who committed or aided her in committing
the murder. In her long conversation
with her brother and her attorney, Mrs,
Hodge repeatedly reaffirmed her former
story.

She once more contradicted herself by
declaring again and again thatlshe did not
hind him hand and foot and knot a hand-
Kerehiof around his throat. She declined
point blank to affirm or deny that she was
with any person other than Ryan on the
vight of the murder

She told a clear and concise story of her
acquaintance with Ryan up to the night of
July 11, After that time Ler statements
were vague and contradictory and it was
unparent she was shiclding some one,

Mrr. Hodge's pencil sketeh of the camp
was aceurate in even minute details and
Iwr memory !)f events lu'v---mling [}“n mur-
der was perfect.  Her stories of her move-
ments up to the same night were all cor~
rorboratad, yet her memory fuiled her
when the actual commission of the crime
was discussed, and she told stories that
are at variance with one another.

Baffled by the girl's determination to
shield the murderer, the detectives set out
to find her husband, HWe was located in
California and it was shown conclusively
that he was in Los Angeles when the orirmse

was committed and that when his wife left
him and went to Ogden he had given her

up and bated her This eliminated the
hushand from the case.

Agnin were the police baffled. A day

was

James X.

later a photograph of a handsome man,
30 years old, bearing this inscription, was
found among Mrs. }Exlge'u effects: “W. B.
T., from Everywhere.”

A witness was discovered who identi=
fied the picture as that of a man he had
seen in camp with Ryan and Mrs, Hodge,
on July 11, the last day Ryan was seen
alive, Mrs. Hodge denies that this man
or any other man save Ryan was with her
during any part of the trip from Ogden.
When asked who the man is, she simply
says

“He is a friend.”

Then she refuses to utter one word more,
Every effort is now being made to locate
this man. But when he left the Ryan
camp on the night of the murder he cov-
ered up his trail so well that not one clue
to his whereabouts has been obtained.
It is evident that the “man from every-
where" is the lover the girl is shielding.

When asked point blank if the picture
of the stranger was not a likeness of the
real murderer, she said doggedly

“1 killed Mr. Ryan to save my honor
There may be some discrepancies in my
story, but I will tell it without change
when [ am on trial, and if necessary 1 will
take the full penalty the law imposes and
still say I did it, 1 alone killed him. "

And there the case stands

A peculiar feature of the mystery is the
identification of Mrs, Hudge by Spot, the
dead man's dog. ‘This animal, tied to the
wagon wheel, witnessed the murder of his
master,

When Mrs., Hodge was taken to jail
upon her arrival hera Spot was in the cor-
ridor, When he spied her he rushed to-
ward her and I,:lr"\'vd with delight. Mrs,
Hodge became violently agitated and ex-
claimed:

“mven the dog is a4 witness "

Spot is being held to identily the “man
from everywhere,” if he can be found,

Herwig Lange, a retired wagon manu-
facturer of Pittsburg, will be a witness,
Mrs. Hodge says that Lange sent her the
$45 which Ryan collected for her at the
Ogden post office the day they started on
the trip.

In reply to this Lange has wired from
Pittsburg that he never sent Mrs. Hodge
a cent, that while he was in San Jacinto,
in May last, he met Mrs, Hodge.  She told
him that she Lhad been compelled to leave
home on account of cruel treatment. He
did not know she was married,

Mrs. Hodge says that this 845 is all the
money she took from Ryan's body after she
killad hirm. It is known that Ryan carried
2900 in gold with him, and that he wasg iu the
habit of buryiug it ar night

The theory is that the murderer bouua
Ryan and when he refused to disclose the
location of the buried treasure he was
murdered

Mrs. Hodge is well educated. She ap-
pears cheerful but determined to face the
music, no matter what is requircd of her to
ghield the rman she loves, Those who have
watched the girl say that she will never
break down and betray her lover, and that
her every action shows that she intends,
to save him at the sacrifice of her own lif
if need be

Alfred Larsen, the girl's brother said

“Aurorn never killed Rvan. The verv
idea of that frail girl overpowering Rvan

and then binding him is ridieulous. She
i shielding some one.  Evidently she loves
this man. Find him and vou have the

murderer  Aurora is determined toahield
this man, even at the sacrifice of her own
life.”

HERE IS A FIREBALL SPOOK.

Moving Like Lightning In Nebraska With
Legs “In Disorderly Array.”

CaLraway, Neb.,, Aug. 22 —~A spook of
the old styla fire-displaying, man-pursu-
ing brand i3 racing around the country
southeast of this city, and many weird
stories of narrow escapes and fearful ex-
periences are told by belated travellers
upon the road. So paniec-stricken is the
neighborhood that it is difficult 10 get co-
herent stories about the spook, and when
discussing the phenomenon the farmers
keep close watch over their shoulder.

The apparition appears to have fixed
upon the old Swan place, a farm of once
unsavory repute, for its habitation. The
old house I8 otherwise untenanted. The
ghost is said to have leaped intothe buggy
of Farmer Dickson, who was driving home
late at night with his wife. Both describe
the apparition in the same phfases, and
both leaped from their buggy the moment
it clambered in. The frightened horse
careered down the road and was found the
next morning five miles away. The ghost
sprang out after riding a quarter of a mile
and disappeared in the woods.

ABother young man, returning home
from escorting his girl from a country
dance, saw the thing rise suddenly in the
roadside. He lashed his horse into a gallop
and, turning in at the next farmhouse,
could not be induced to stir a step until
daylight. A searching party went back
over the road, but could find nothing.
Others tell of similar experiences,

They describe the ghost as a large ball
of fire, from which can be seen arms and
legs protruding in disorderly array. It
moves with lightning speed, and invariably
appears at a lonely spot in the road, where
there is a small gridge Crossing a creek,
the banks of which are thickly lined with
brush. The occupants of the farmhouse
nearby say they are awakened in the night
by rappings upon the doors, first one and
then unotﬁ»r. Upon opening them thoere
is nothing in sight.

The first time the noise was heard a
feminine member of the family opened the
door, only to have it slammed in her face.
She could not open it again. The father
and son tried to force it open, but were
unable to mova it an inch. The next morn-
ing it worked easily upon its hinges. This
family is panic-stricken and has practically
abandoned the place. )

Callaway “'hiﬁ{ﬂ'}' has some powerful
{)rnpo-ryln), but none of those who

ave seen the ghost partake of it. An
effort is to be made next week to lay the
ghost,

TAXES ON AMUSEMENTS.

A Ruosslan Charfty— American Theatres
Pay 8$150,000 a Year In License Fees.

Some one in England has made the dis-
covery that Russia has “the most ecurious
tax in the world.” It is called the amuse-
ment tax and was instituted about two
years ago to found an institution for the
poor under the title of the “Empress Marie
Foundation.”

The tax is laid upon every amusement
ticket sold and the managers increase the
price accordingly. Already more than
1,000,000 roubles have heen raised,

A million roubles has an impressive sonnd,
but when reduced to American money it
does not amount to 8o much. A Russian
rouble, according to the standard of value
of foreign coins fixed by the United States
Treasury, is 51 cents, and a million roubles
is about half a million dollars

Under the War Tax bill which went into
effect soon after the beginning of the Span-
ish-American War, every theatre in the
country had to pay $100 annual tax, and the
sum obtained from this source was $47,178
in the first year and $47,508 in the second

Each of the theatres in the country pays
an additional local tax, and in New York
city this tax, which is $500 for each house,
amounts to 825000 a year, exclusive of the
internal revenue tax.  Aectually, in a year,

there is collected  from theatres in the
United States about $150,000, exclusive
of $100000 a year from circuses, or,

put according to the Russian monetary
standard, the equivalent of half a million
roubles a year.

An amusement tax is by no means new
One has been in force in France for fully a
century, and astated percentage of all the
revenues of the theatres of Paris is turned
over to charitable purposes each year.
There are few countries, and fewer cities,
which do not collect some tax from the
patrons of amusements, and the Russian
application of the idea is not an innovation.
It i8 merely an imitation,

More money is spent for amusement
in the United States than in any other coun-
try in the world. In no other country
?m the restrictions upon amusements so
ew,

QUTINGS OF LITTLE MOTHERS,

‘ EXCURSIONS FROM THE EAST SIDE
TO HUNTER'S ISLAND.
Comntry Pleasures for Little Girls With

Younger Brothers and Sisters to Care

For—A Deserted Baby—A  Little
Mother Who Ilelieves In Race Sulclde.

A place of joy is Hunter's Island, in the
Sound, for there the little mothers forget
their burdens,

It is a great deal more fun, especially
if one is under 12 and frail, to gather golden
rod and pick blackberries, to go in buthl.ng
and to eat two plates of ice cream for din-
ner than it is to carry a baby up and down
tenement stairs and take care of it all day
long in close rooms or the street. That
is why little mothers are 8o anxious to go
to Hunter's Island that they will resort
to little subterfuges to get there and to
stay as long as possible.

On Tuesdays ana Thursdays parties of
them, marshalled by the chaperons of
the Little Mother's Aid Society, reek th.o
Hunter's Island woods and shore, and it
was last Tuesday that one little mother
went in spite of obstacles. She had ob-
tained an outing badge at the society's
office in Second avenue, but the trouble
was that there was no one save herself
to take care of her brother, eight months
old, while her mother was away cleaning
windows in an office building. On this
account Jennie didn't dare to ask if she
might go.

At 7 o'clock on Tuesday morning her
mother went to work. Before 9 Jennie
had the baby dressed and fed and lulled
to sleep and was herself arrayed in her
very best. She had to hurry in the writ-
ing of the little note telling where she
had gone, but she reached the starting
place in time.

Apparently no one enjoyed more than
ghe did the ride in the cars, and in the stage
through Pelham Bay Park and woods on
Hunter's Islana up to the big house over-
looking the Sound, She went in bathing,
ate plenty of dinner and in the afternoon
filled her apron with apples to take back
to the city.

It was not until Jennie was on the Third
avenue elevated train in the early evening
and near home that she bhegan to cry.
Then the story of her running away came
out. She was afraid to face her mother.

“Now don't you ery any more,”

ex-

a sympathetic ear to Jennie's recital of he
troubles. *“I'll go home with you myself,
and it will be all right.  You see if it isn't.”

And it was,

“ I heard the little tyke a-hollerin’ away,”
Mrs. Cassidy, who lives on the same floor,
remarked in the course of the explanations,
“and I brought him in here, and after I got
m quiet [ give him a crust, and he ain't
hardly been any trouble all day.”

Jennie's mother was appeased by the
tactful words of the teacher, and by the
apptes, which her small daughter had held
in her apron tightly as a peace oftering.

“Sure, and we'll get tour or five imesses
of apple sauce out o this, anyhow,"" was an
observation with which she consoled hersert
tor the danger 1o the baby.

Keen as tne little mothers are about get-
ting to Hunter's Islana, they are even more
anxiout to remain when thoy have felt is
charms., 'LThe poorest and most delicate,
who are allowed to stay a week, are greatly
envied by those who must return (o the
Last Side after a single day of roaming in
the woods and along the shore and on the
grassy slopes around the fine stone house
that 18 the sociely's country home,

“Teacher, teacher, Annie an't here!”
called out a shrili-voiced little girl in the
train one afternoon when the chudren were
returning from a day's outing on the igland.

A hasty and agitated count by the chap-
erons proved that this was true, It is ditn-
cult to keep track of each one of fifty young-
sters on a trip involving changes Annie
might easily hiave strayed away unnoticed,
and visions of accidents destroyed the
peace of mind ofithose who were responsible
tor the cluldren

But they learned that night that Annie
was all right. She was sl on Hunter's
Island. When the time had come for her
1o go home with the others, she had hidden
{away, but had put in an appearance when
| the horn blew tor supper

When the stage wes about to start for
the station on luesday a hittle mother, sur-
rounded by w group of sympathizers, ap-
proached the superintendent with tears
r(»llili down her cheeks.

“1-#] came to stay for—for a week,” she
sobbdd, “but 1 got a mark, and the—the
teacher says 1 must go home.”

“Well, well,” said the superintendent
soothingly,” that's too bad. Will you prom-
ise me that you'll be such a good girl that
you won't get any more marks?”

“Yes'm,” answered this repentant little
mother, eagerly brushing away the tears,

“Well, then, you just take off your hat
again, and go with the rest out to the awing,
But, remerntier, | shall expect you to be one
of the very best of my girls all week, "

“It is a rule that if a girl gets a bad mark
she has to go home,” expliined the super-
intendent; “but I don't send a girl home
onee in a month. They are very easy
little things to manage if you take the
trouble to put vourself in a sympathetic
relationship with them.”

“I like this place just-—just fierce,” re-
marked Lizzie, settling back in her rock-
ing chair on the porch, with a little sigh
of contentment over the fact that she was
staying, as she watehed a crowd of the
others climb into the stage. Lizzie, who
is 12,08 busy knitting a woollen jacket for
a small sister at home.

“But it seems awful funny at night till
vou get used to it," she went on. “It's so
dark all around outgide, apd the bugs and
things in the grass sing so dreary that you

feer]l  geary and kind o' wish vou was
home. But in the daytime you forget all
that "

Within a few minutes after the children
arrive at the house on Hunter's Island in the
morning they go running down the Rrassy
hill where small waves lap the sand  be-
tween the rocks. As quickly as possible
they don the bathing suits furnished by
the society, and then the fun begins.

There are duckings and splashings and
sereams of Jaughter; a few who live in
neighborhoods where there are free baths
can swim, The majority have never been

bathing before, and they approach the
water gingerly until they gain courage
from the example of the others.

“Teacher, are you allowed to get your
suit wet?" asked one of the first little girls
ont of the bathhouse the other day.

A little while after the bath is over the
*horn toots for dinner.  The little mothers,
who have heard that there is to he jce-
cream, crowd eagerly into the wide hall-
way, form in a line impatiently, and, to the
music of a lively air on the piano, march
in to their places in front of long rows of
plates with meat and potatoes and stewed
corn on them, and glasses of milk with
big pieces of bread and butter on top.

After dinner the little mothers go for
blzekberries in the woods, and gather big
hurehes of goldenrod and clover and black
eved susans in the meadow, and load their
aprons with apples to take home for apple
sauce

“Do vou gee that round-faced little girl
over there swinging?” said a chaperon.
“She looks auite happy, doesn't she? She
didn't look that way when we first found
her, about two weeks ago. Her mother
was in the hospital and her father had dis-
appeared,

“She had been living all alona in the tene-
ment for a day or two when the landlord
oame along and put the few pieces of furni-
ture on the street and turned her over to
a neighbor. The latter couldn't keep
her, and when we picked her up she was
sitting erving on l‘m- curb, with her litte
bundle in her arms."

“Have you anv liit'e brothers and sisters,
Mamie,” asked the chaperon of a serfous-
faced child who was siiiing near,

“Yos'm. Ihave one that high,” answered
Mamie, holding her hand on a level with

| elaimed the young woman who had lent |

{

her neck, “and one that high,” lowering

her hand to her waist, “and the baby."

“Who takes care of them all?”

“I do, and I do the housework, too."

“I don’t believe in children,” volunteered
an ex-little mother who had graduated, as
many of them do, from housekeeping in a
tenement to work in a department store,
and was spending her vacation at Hunter's
Island. “Why not? That's easy. Be-
oause they cost too much, and you can't
tend to them right if you have to work
yourself.”

BUYS

RAILROADS  QUICKLY.

PPresident B. F. Yoakum's Way—Rock
Island System Second In Size.

One of the results of recent events in
Wall Street is that the Rock Island system
has in two years become the second road,
a8 regards mileage, in the United States.
It has nearly 18,500 miles of track. This
result was due to the purchase of the Sea-
board Air Line system by the St. Louis and
San Francisco Railroad, which belongs to
the Rock Island system.

In connection with the Seaboard and
Terre Haute deals, Wall Street has found
time to wonder at the methods of President
B. F Yoakum of the 'Frisco Railroad when
it is a question of buying railroads  Within
two years the silent and self-contained man
who directs the 'Frisco's affairs has t ought
four railroads, and in every case has begun
and closed the trapsaction within twenty-
four hours.

THE PETRELS NESTING TIME.
Mother Carey’s Chickens In Their Home In
the South Atlantic.

From the London Spectator,

Gough Island rises almost sheer from the
sublime deeps of the South Atlantic, a lonely
summit of the stupendous mountain which
stretches away down into the everlasting
stillness and gloom of ocean's profoundest
secrecies. Its sides are sullen precipices,
hardly tenantable by the cliff-loving sea-
birds. yet between those frowning walls,
where cosmic forces have riven them, may
be seen tiny beaches, miniature havens into
which the enormous billows never penetrate,
but which are too small for even a seal to
use. And, peering with keen eyes into these
crannies, one may discern, tunnelling into
the face of the friable rock, little galleries,
eastly marked by the white at their black

openings.

In front of one of these stood on a day
two little birds of an elegance and delicacy
out of all keeping with their surroundings.
Hardly as large as a thrush, but sturdier in
body, their plumage was dark glossy brown
with heads like balls of black velvet, a splash
of white on the rump, square tails and slender
legs like stiffened strands of black silk. The
delicate webs of their feet wers scarcely
larger in area than a shilling and marked
with a little aplash of yellow in the centre,

They were the fairies of the deep rea, beloved

of all mariners, and called indifferently
Mother Carey's chickens or stormy petrels.
That mysterious impulse governing the

movements of most birds had drawn them
from their worldwide, restless wandering
to this strange, lonely spot, on family cares
intent, for it was February, the Southern
autumn, and the petrels’ nesting time

So they stood side by side before their long-
disused dwelling, while the furious western
gile thundered past the island, and all other
sounds wera blended in one majestic, ele-
mental chorus. The air was full of sult
spray, but wind there was none where they
stood, for the tempest, hurling (tself against
that narrow cleft, made a buffer of air through
which no stress of storm could pass

But as if entirely indifferent to the celestial
war, a8 indeed they were, the pretty little
birds finished their toilet, and, cronching,
entered their tiny tunnel, cosiest of nooks,
after their long wandering. There was no
nest-building to do; all was ready; and pres-
ently the male bird shot out from the gallery,
and, like a gleam, passed through the rift
In the cliffs to the heart of the storm. 0
wonderful Nature! here that wee creature
was at home.

Amlid the thunderous rage of tormented
&cus he flitted 8o easeful, so secure. His
bright eyes never blinked as they rangwd
everywhere in quest of food, and continually
he stretched one slender lag and then another
to touch the fretted surface over which he
Bped,

Never vet was observer koen enough to
notice the feeding of the tiny petrel in n gile;
but, suddenly rising a little, he made one
curious movement with his tail and wis gone,
through the portals of the mountuin, to his
wilting mate.

So for three days he toiled to supply her
needs and his own by day, and by night cloge
nestling by her side in the cosy dark, ex-
changed twitterings of truest fellowship.
Then came the anxious time of incubution,
in which he took full shure, sitting closely
upon the whitish egg, while his mate took
her mazy way among the billows and around
that rugeed peak. Never was partnership
niore verfect, equality of toll, of hope, of
love, more equitably established

And then, amid excitement so intense that
the two tiny creatures seemed temporarily
frantie, a brown puff ball with beady eyves
and wide-guping beak made 1ts appearance.
Pretty it was to see the assiduity with which
each parent, forgetting distinction of sex,
took turn about i the family cares, or how
swift was the trinsition from the diarksome
quiet of the little home, where the crush of
the warring elements without was mellowed
to a deep hum that vibrated through the

‘TIII:‘IH-."S A GROWING

DISTASTE

FOR COUNTRY BOARDING.

Men of Moderate Means Who Were Content
With Hotel Life Mire or Buy Cotiages
for Thelr Familles—Chance for Good
Investments In  Nenting

The degire to be a householder in the
summer time is stronger in the United
States this year than ever before, and,

in the opinion of real estate agents and

other authorities on the subject, this dis-
position grows stronger yearly. Snme‘nf
the larger resorts in this country which
first sheltered their guests in hotels, grad-
ually became villa settlements, until ‘thP
life of the hotels grew to be of very little
importance.

Narragansett Pier and Bar Harbor were
the most notable instances of this change.
Nowadays the life of those places is con-
fined almost entirely to the cottages, al-
though the hotel guests manage to have a
good time among themselves.

The new house seekers, though, are not
of the kind found at these places. They
do not build hands»me and expensive homes.
They want, in the first place, romething
that will kerve them as a living place dur-
ing the summer months in which they will
be able to live their lives just as they do
at home. They object to changing their
entire mode of living just because they
have gone into the country. The pecu-
liarity of hotel life, the caprices and ex-
actions of landlords and the other incon-
veniences inevitable to living in some one
elge's house have combined to make per-
sons of moderate means, as well as rich
folks, eager to have their own homes for
the summer.

To be near New York is, of course, the
desire of most of these lessees of small
houses, A result of this has been to put
into the market many houses which had
not been contemplated as possible summer
homes for New Yorkers. Some of them
were farmhouses, others the homes of
regular residents of the villages, and new
plumbing, paint and paper have freshened
them up until they rent now for three
months at twice what they used to cost
a4 Year.

A young man of means looking for a
rgomi way of investing some of his wealth
suilt recently 2 number of charming houses
down on Long Island, within a short distance
of the city, and now rents themn on reason-
able terms, if a three-year lease is taken.
He finds that it pays well. The first twenty
he built were immediately rented, and he
now builds the house when the tenant
appears willing to sign a lease for three
years.

“The demand for inexpensive houses in
the country,” said a real estate agent in
West Forty-second street, “began five or
seven vears ago and has increased steadily.
We can rent or sell almost any old thing
in the way of a house nowadays, so long
as it is in the country and not too high.
The demand for these houses comes so
quickly that the supply is not large.
investors have seen that money is to be
made by providing i1nexpensive houses,
and the supply will oon he much larger.”

It is not only the persons who want to
rent houses who are getting into the coun-
try. Small houkes to be bhought are con-
stantly being sought.

“*I went some place to call my own
and go to every summer without this rush-
ing around trying to find a place that suits,’
is what we hear every day,” said the same
real estate man. “But these house owners
of the new tvpe are not wealthy. They
want the house snd the land for as little as

they can get it for, and it is usually neces- |

sary 1o make for them the most favorable
conditions abont payments,

“Ten veirs ago this type of man never |

thought of building a house in the country.
He went for a fow weeks to a hotel or board-
ing house, and was delighted to do that.
But now the trend of taste in this country
has changed, and every man who can
possibly afford it seems to want to own
his own home for the summer, or, if he can't
do that, to rent somebody else's. In any
case, he doesn't want to live in a hotel or
boarding house, if he can help it.”

FEATS OF A ONE-HANDED MAN.

John AL e Baun, Printer, Miller, Melodeon
Maker, Gunsmith and Author,

A three minutes' walk from the station
at Tallman, Rockland county, N, Y., brings
one to a two=story building elose by a little
stream and an artificial pond. Here John
A. De Baun has worked many years, ac-

i complishing what it might seem impossible

for any one to do without a pair of good
hands

Mr. De Baun was horn Jan. 8, 1827. When
two years old he suffered a stroke of paraly-
sis which Jeft his right arm useless, There
is a little activity in the hand, which can
feebly grasp an object placed in it,

Farly he manifestedd a mechanical turn
of mind, and when a boy surprised his
parents and playmates by making tovs,

A stock and dies made out of horseshoe- !

nail rod with a file, bow guns, matchlock
guns, a turning lathe, windmills and water-

» wheels operating trip-hammers were some

bowels of the earth, to the crashing, shrieking, |

roaring conflict of storm and deep three yards
ANAYy.

I he fledgling grew apace, and ity sturdy
wings developed rapidly.  Father und mother
conxed and performad assiduonsly in the nar-
row space at their disposal, never wearying,
ever noticing how ench lesson brought the
leurner a step forward, till one bright day,
with a low (-ri' of delight, the father hird!
closely followed by his pupil, shot out between
the cliffs into the wideness beyond, and in
very ecstasy of rejoleing powers flushed from
one breaker to another, followed closely as
hix shadow by his son. )

Suddenly, as a climax to his joy, the male
bird saw his flmmy mite shoot seawanrd nlxo,
the fruition of their long vigil attained.  They
were perfectly happy.  Back and forth they
flitted, that happy trio, feasting royvally, for
the witers were swarming with tiny medusm,
suuid, and all the minor sea folk upon whomn
such countless myriads subsist, but who ire
rarely visible to man, except to one whose
restless desire for knowledwe of  the sop
people makes him wait and watch as close|y
as he who digs for gold.  And just us the
great dise of the sun was slowly settling
behind the western sea rim the little family
with one accord wheeled swiftly shorewird
and as unerringly as if fired from a qun by o
wood marksman shot between the riven rocks
fnto their quiet burrow.

Swiftly flew the days ns the voungling grew
and waxed strong, longer and longer were the
hours during which itsped untiringly over the
hillows, no longer in imitation but in emuala-
tion of its parents, until one stormy day the
"futher petrel swooped for a tasty squid, only
to have it snapped up under his very beik
by his son. Further proof of the self-sus-
taining powers of the neweomer wuas un-
necessary, and five minutes later the faithful
pair, their temporary attachment to the
shore over, were speeding northward with
many a mazy whirl and loving dalliance
with the spray, as if in sheer exuberanee of
physical powers marvellous to behold in such
tiny birda,

The next day saw them where they fain
would be, in closest companionship with a
grand sailing  vessel speeding  homeward
with all her mighty wings spread abroad
to the bustling breeze, Like attendant fays
they hovered about her, now in her wake,
now with easy grace and no apparent effort
gliding right ahead s she rushed along, and
now poised a8 o butterfly over a flower, in
the very turmoil and seethe of the spray
around her rudder. At night, when only
the murmur of the parted waves broke the
blisstul silence of the southeast trades, a
quick ear might hear the gentle little call
of bird to bird, u keen eye might see in the
darkness alongside the fluttering passage
of these wearlless companions,

Then a thoughtless young offieer without
occupation one Sunday afternoon fastened
a piece of fat to a fishing-line and made o
thread of newly tarred twine fast to that,
He trailed it astern, nnd one of the confidin
birds immediately descended, only to finc
i{.i {(ml.- legs entangled and itsell drawn on
aeck,

Fortunately, just then the master came and
saw. Taking the young man by the arm
as he held the fluttering captive for examinu-
tion, the muster drew him to the side where
the bereaved mate in an agony of loss wis
making frantic dashes at the steel ajde of
the ship.

“Let that bird go, sir,” sald the master
sternly, “and pever lot me see you molest a
petrel aguin.”

Releaged, the pretty creature flad, closely
follow by ita rejoicing partner; and none
of the crew suw either of their little friends

any more. . 1, BULLEN,

of the bov's handiwork.

When a young man he made the patterns
for much of the iron work of a lathe which
he has used for fifty years and more.  This

| lathe is made left-handed, especially adapted

for his use

He built up a general repairing business,

and repaired guns, clocks, pumps, tinware,
and the hke. Re has muwad many o K-

stock, and he constru-t~d a wooden-barrelled

gun, which has been successfully fired,

Having both a fondness and a good ear
for music, it was natural for him to hecome
interested  in musical instruments. He
first took up the accordeon, and for vears
had a good business in repairing “such
instruments when they were used more
than they are to-day.

About the beginring of the civil war
he started to make melodeons. He did
the work himself, even to sawing the scroll
for the bookracks, putting the ivory on
the kevs, voeneering the case  and tuhinz
and voicing the reeds. Few men have
more completely Luilt mosical instruments
thar has Mr. De Baun  His melodeons were
noted ror being well Tuilt and full and
rich in tone  The organ has displaced the
melo deon, and Me. De Baun has practical)ly
ceasd the manufacture of nu sical instri-
ments

The printer's realm was next invaded,
and for several vears Mr. De Paun did quite
a business in the way of printing circulars
and labels Not satisfied with his press,

he by ingenious devices converted it into
a self-inking rotary press.
About twenty vears ago Mr. De Baun

decided to put a sot of millstones into his
shon aud  grind his own chicken feod

With no experi'nce in such work he cut |

down, refaced and furrowed a get of old

{ millstoncs, remodelled the machinery and

built other re essary apparatus

From the first it was a success. Not
only was corn cracked for the chickena
and the horses, but buckwheat was ground
for the housn.
to patronize the new miller  The business
has grown, and new machinery and ap-
paratus have been added from time to time
until now weneral milling s done :

He purchased a small, 20-inch sot of un-
finished mil'stones and made them into a
rigid underrunner mill.  This i helieved
by him to be the first set of millstones so
set up. Since then the method has hecome
quite general. In fact, many devices in
all parts of the shop prove Mr. De Baun
to be an inventor. Although he has never
taken out a patent, he has scen some of
his ideas and devices patented afterward
by others,

Besides being engaged in these mechanical
pursuits Mr. De Baun has found time to do
some literary work. He has several un-
published manuscripts on religious and
metaphysical subjects,

Mr. De Baun is now 76, straight as an
arrow and walks as spryly as a young
man of twenty. He is ready to converse
on almost any subject from the number of
barrels of water a miruts that runs over
the water wheel in his mill to the action of
the nervo-electric forces in hypnotic phe-
nomena,

to Them.

But |

Soon the reighbors began |

TOLD BY THE TIGHT-WIRE MAN.

A Tale of Infuriated Pigeons Who Didn’t
Know a Samaritan in Fancy Dress.

“Yes,” said the man who walks the high
wire to give thrills to the crowd at Coney
Island, “walking the rope is a dangerous
job at the best, but [ never thought until the
other day that my career might be cut off
disastrously by a bird. That's the very way,
though, in which I came the nearest that
I have ever come to passing in my existence
ticket since 1 began to walk fence rails up
in Michigan in imitation of the circus lady
in the pink tights.

“The thing came about in a funny way.
I had started out to walk the wire, 140 feet
above the ground, from my perch to the high
tower in the middle of the grounds the
other day when, as I glanced along the wire,
I saw a white object on the stretch ahead
of me. 1 hurried my stunt through to see
what it was, and when 1 reached the object
I found that it was a young pigeon. I
thought it would probably fly away at my
approach, but it didn’t, and I then saw that
it was too young to do much work with its
wings and that it was too scared to make
the attempt,

I do a sort of clown undressing act up
there in the air. Well. when I took off my
wig I put the pigeon in it and sent the little
fellow in it to safety on the ground along
one of the slanting wires, He got there
and one of the attendants whom I had
warned with a shout took care of the little
chap until I got to the ground.

“I took the pigeon up to the tower, where
I knew there were a number of pigeon
nests. There were no big birds there then,
but I looked through all the nests and finally
found one from which it appeared that one
bird was missing. I put the little fellow in
that. I am naturally fond of birds and ani-
mals and I was glad to see the little chap
back home.

“I had hardly put him in the nest when a
whole flock of the big pigeons thrashed into
the tower and two of them, which were
evidently the parents of my foundling,
began to bat their wings on my head and
peck at me. They were 80 bent on punigh-
ing me that I was rather glad to get away
from them and climb to the ground.

“I didn't think any more of the affair
until the rext day, when I had to repeat
my tight-wire stunt. [ got out nearly to
the middle of the wire and was getting off
some particularly hair-raising acts when
a whole flock of pigeons—perhaps thirty
or forty—swooped out of their nests among
the electric light bulbs in the tower and
dashed straight at me. I had just got back
to a fairlv safo position from a very difficult
posture when the birds came at me, beating
me with their wings and pecking at my
scantily protected body.

“They actually scared me a whole lot,
| and, what is more, they hurt me so much
| that in self-protection I had to try my best
to beat them off. I had to use a good deal
i of care, for, let me tell you, this business of
i cutting up shines on a wire is not so easy

' as some people think. To tell the truth,
| Tfelt at one time that I had about reached
! my limit. I slatted at them with my arms
| and they came back at me harder than ever,
| I caught two or three glimpses of the crowd
! below and saw that the people were evi-
{ dently wondering what war the matter.
i That sort of gave me a stage fright.  Finally
the birds began to let up a little and when
| I had recovered my nerve again they left
» me and went back to the tower,
“The boss of the show asked me all about
i it when I got down, and when 1 told him

he said he would have all the nests torn
out of the lower. I said that that would
never do.,

“'If you do that,' I said, ‘they'll come at
+ me with all their frienda to-morrow and
give me such a drubbing that wvou'll have
| to cut out my part of the show altogether,
| Let 'em alone and I guess they'll reason it
out that I am not trving to harm 'em and
that instead of having attempted to rob
a nest 1 was really putting one of the voung-
sters back where he belonged. Wait a day
and see what will happen, anyway '

“The boss agreed to wait, and, sure
enough, I was right. The next day two of
the pigeons—apparently the father and
mother of the little fellow whose life I had
saved--came out at me and tried their
best to whack me and peck at me, but they
didn't succeed in getting any help from
" their neighbors and the two soon abandoned
the attack. Since that time I have not been
bothered.

“Just the same, T am not going near the
nests of those birds again.  The conse-
quences might be worse the next time.”

THE 'PHONE AT THE TABLE.

An Arrangement by Which You Can Use
the Instrument While You Eat.

A man accompanied by two women
entered an uptown restaurant the other
| night and sat down at a table near the
wall, toward the rear of the room. After

the man had given his order to the waiter
| he added

“Oh, yes; and bring me a telephone.”

“A telephone?” repeated one of the
women. “How can you eat a telephone?"

“It's the latest wrinkle,” responded the

i man. “Wait and you will see.”
! Sure enough, the waiter returned in a
¢ few minutes with a desk telephone and
several yards of silken electrie cord.
telephone was placed on the dinner tahle,
and the waiter then attached the silken cord
to a socket in the side wall,

The man of the party picked up the re-
ceiver, moved the telephone into a con-
venient
to give him the hox office of a Broadway
theatre. After ordering three seats for
| the performance that night he asked the
, women with him if they had any message
| they wished to send to any one.

One of the women telephoned to her
hotel about some rings she had mislaid,
and the other telephoned to a friend rela-
| tive to a shopping engagement for the
| next day. By the time they had finished
I 'with the telephone the waiter had re-
turned with the dinner.  Before serving
i it he disconnected the silken cord from

! the wall socket and carried the telephone |

| away.

“These portable telephones,” said the
head waiter of the restaurant, after the
party had gone to the theatre, “are noveltiea
which are fast becoming popular. We
have just introduced them here,
| “Fach table is 8o arranged that there is
a gocket handy to which we can attach a
portable telephone. The wires all lead to
a private branch telephone exchange which
we maintain in an upper room. Each wire
and gocket has a number, and a guest at
a table can arrange to have a friend call
him up on the telephone while he is at
dinner.

“Of course we charge something for the
| service. If you will read the bill of fare
| vou will see that the charge for a telephone
| at the table is only 25 cents. In addition
, to this charge for making the connection
| there are the usual charges for each call.

“These 'phones are a great convenience,
Many men become impatient while waitin
for the waiters to serve their orders, nnﬁ
a table 'phone often serves a useful pur-
pose by giving diners something to keep
them busy.

“Another advantage is apparant in the
business part of the town. Brokers oing
| out for lunch can reserve certain tables in
advance and keep in constant communi-
cation with their offices, even though they
apend an hour or moreat lunch. It enables
them to eat with more composure,

“Most of the high-priced restaurants are
installing these table 'phones, and they
must be appreciated by the public, for
often half a dozen are in use at the same
time in our establishment.”

COUNTRY HOMES IN DEMAND.

WISDOM OF A SUMMER HOSTESS

ONE WOMAN WHO TAKES HER
HOLIDAYS IN WINTER
And Spends Them Here In Town—She

Dodges Summer Resorts and Does Her
Entertaining in Warm Weather--Gaood
Times In Her Pretty Turkish Veranda,

Orientalism has a wide range in the schen.o
which a clever suburban woman has worked
out for the decoration of her veranda,
It is a porch that lends itself peculiarly 1o
doings and fixings of this kind—broad and
long, and built on two sides of the houre,
which gives it a convenient corner.

“If 1 knew just what to call it,” said it
designer, “I'd give it a name. If it were
not for the Turkish things that are used in
it I might say it was Japanese, and if 1t
were not for the Japanese things it might
be an outdoor Turkish corner.

“The screens and the matting on the floor
and the lanterns are Japanese. The divan
and the foot rests are Turkish, and so are
the tabouret and the lantern that hanga
from the chains. The hammock and the
chairs and the other things are just plain
American, and there you are.”

It will not be hard to guess that this
pretty screened veranda, with its soft
colored lights and its comfortable fur.
nishings, is seldom lacking in evening
vigitors. The family who own the hou-s
have their after-dinner coffee served there,
and somehow both it and the cigarettes
and cigars that go with it seem to tasts
better in the half light and the evening
breeze than they would in the dining room.

The woman who added this touch of com-
fort and prettiness to her home has other
ideas of summer and winter enjoymens
that add not a little to her popularity.

“Have you noticed,” she asked .one day
recently, “how many complaints there are
this year about the impositions and hard-
ships of living at the summer resorts?
Hardly a day goeas by that some friend
doesn’t write to tell me about the bad ser~
vice and the overcharges she has to put
up with at a summer hotel. I know all
about it, for I used to go through with iy
annually myself.

“But all that is over for hubby and me.
This is our home. And what is there in any
summer resort that we can’t have here closs
to New York? We can get on a trolley car
and in fifteen minutes we are ready for an
ocean bath. We keep a little sloop, and
when we feel like sailing we walk down
to the landing, call the club launch and go
aboard.

“There are tennis courts and golf links
equally near, and good roads for wheeling
and driving and automobiling in all di-
rections.

“In addition to all that, this is home-—
not a summer cottage, which is only half
a home at the best, but the place where
all we have is gathered for us to enjoy.
And for our friends to enjoy, too, for wa
do our entertaining in the summer, and in
the winter we take our holidays.

“During the greater part of July, August
and September there are gueats under our
roof. Then for about three months we
entertain very little. In the Christmas
holidays we give a house party, and after
that we are ready for our annual outing.

“A queer time, you think, for an outing?
Well, let's see. Soon after New Year's
Day we close up the house, just as most of
you do in June, and put straight for the
city. Part of the time while we are awav
we are entertained in the homes of thos»
who have been our guests in summer, ana
;)art of the time we have apartments in a

amily hotel, where we get far more and
pay considerably less than the folks who
go to the summer hotels. You never have
to complain about the food and the service
in a properly regulated New York hotel,
and you never feel that you are being
n\lvim led, as you generally do at a summer
ace,

“Did you ever stop to think how much
there is to enjoy in New York in January
and February—1 mean for people who ar
just meeking enjoyment? The theatres
are then at their best, the opera season is
on and town life generally is at high tide.
Then, too, we who live out of town for
nine or ten months of the year are mora
keen in the appreciation of it than you
who spend most of your days in the city

“Now, mine isn't a practicable scheme
for people with small children, but for thosa
who have none, or whose youngsters are
old enough to be left somewhat to them-
selves, it ir nltu;rether feasible.

“The expense? Well, it doesn't cost any
more than a summer vacation, and perhaps
not so much. You save the cost of running
vour house, just as you do if it is closed in
the summer.

“Then how much extra do you allowv
for two months at the seashore or in tna
mountains? Two hundred dollars? Threa
hundred dollars?  Five hundred dellars’
That depends of course upon your mear s,
But, whateverr it may be, you will get mora
for it in New York in winter than you will
anywhere else in surmer,

“And in the clearing house of rocial
obligations isn't it well that some of us ar»
willing to contract onr debts in winter and
pay them in summer?”

The |

position and then asked central !

| WHEN THE STOCKS WENT DOWN.

| Bueket Shops In Prosperity—Defaleations
i In Banks Another Result.

| One result of the decline in stocks, n
| which Wall Street is speculating with
i interest, is the profits accuring to bucket
; shops,  The customers of these instiri-
| tions rarely sell stocks; theyv generallv
| buy, and a declining market brings woe
| to them.
| Some of the bigger bucket shops car'y
| thouskands  of accounts. The managa
[ never actually buy and carry the stocks
ordered, but enter a notice of the order
on a sheet, They practically bet with th»
customer that the particular stock he s
selected will not go up
I If it happens to go up they pay him on
4«lc'nmn(l. Usually, however, he does nit
| draw his profits, but buys, or bets, nicre.
If a number of customers, on a rising nar-
| ket ask for their profits the proprietors of
the institution are likely to fade away at
I onee
l The long-continued decline, therefire
was exactly to the taste of the bucket-sh |
| people. Wall Street is of the decih
! opinion that many of the unfounded at
disturbing rumcrs that were get afloaf
during the decline, whether regarding
individuals or corporations, might o
traced to the bucket shops. The rumiors
helped to put the market down and 119
customers out.

The Street also believes that on tha list
| few days of the decline the bigger shop8
! put in heavy selling orders to push down
| the prices. If three or fonr of the oo

cerns, carrying in all 100,000 shares on thoie
"' hooks, could get together and sell 1o
stocks represented down two or three poinis,
enough to wipe out the usual bucket sh p
margins, it is evident that they we-ld ‘o
in two ar three hundred thovsan:! de s

In any event, there are certain unrnistaks
able evidences of prosperity around o0
headquarters of most of the bucket s
One concern, which has branches 1 il
the cities of anv size the country over 1%
said to have cleaned up between Janary
last and the first of this month sometiing
more than $1,200,000, As the declines |00
averaged nearly 40 points it may be 000
the profits of the concern have not hioi
ovareatimated

The Street also points to defaleations f
bank cashiers as a result of the slun
The average defaulting cashier, part!
larly in the country, is like the patro:
the bucket shop, in that he is likely to buy
stocks. If the market goes up he selid
them, restores his peculations and keeps
the profits. A declining market generss.y

es exposure inevitable.
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